THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

That would do for Dowson, and then, thought I, what
on earth am I doing here in Wells, thinking of all those
and of Mallarme and Debussy when I might be setting
my blood coursing on foot? I forgot all about them as
I sauntered ("strode" would be more powerful, but not
true) out of the town; but I still remembered Debussy.
The miles between Wells and Glastonbury are few. The
Tor with its monument can be seen all the way, and
the expectation of that ancient place felt. But, as I cast
my eye to east and west, and thought of the antiquity
of the land, the pallid and urban, tense and bearded
face of Debussy came between me and the fields and
hills; for I had once seen him. One thing leads to
another.

It was some day in the lost time before the war, and
at the Queen's Hall, that Debussy appeared to conduct
a concert of his own works. The place was full and
somebody had taken me to a box whence the conductor's
face could be seen in profile. The year I do not know,
nor whether it was after or before that first production
of Pelleas et Melisande at Covent Garden, a perfect
marriage of words and music which seems to memory
to have been one monotony of pale arms under dark
trees by old crumbling towers or in torchlit cavernous
corridors, with wan voices lamenting over an existence
in which the blind lead the blind from one dread enigma
to another. At any rate, UApres-midi d'un Faune had
for some years been familiar to the adherents of
Sir Henry Wood, joining that company of popular
favourites, such as "1812," Finlandia, DApprenti Sorriery
the Casse-Noisette Suite and the tone-poems of Richard